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has directed your life, and I "have now to impart to you
the most gratifying intelligence that can be communicated
by man, and that the Holy Father will to-morrow himself
receive you into the bosom of that Church of winch he
is the divine head. Christendom will then hail you as its
champion and regenerator, and thus will be realised the
divine dream with which you were inspired in our morning
walk in the park at Vauxe.'

CHAPTKR  LXIX.

IT was the darkest hour in Lothair's life. He had become
acquainted with sorrow; he had experienced calamities
physical and moral. The death of Theodora had shaken
him to the centre. It was that first great grief which
makes a man acquainted with his deepest feelings, which
detracts something from the buoyancy of the youngest
life, and dims, to a certain degree, the lustre of existence.
Bat even that bereavement was mitigated by distractions
alike inevitable and ennobling. The sternest and highest
of all obligations, military duty, claimed him with an un-
faltering grasp, and the clarion sounded almost as lie
closed her eyes. Then he went forth to struggle for a
cause which at least she believed to be just and sublime;
and if his own convictions on that head might be less assured
or precise, still there was doubtless much that was inspiring
in the contest, and much dependent on the success of himself
and his comrades that tended to the elevation of man.

But, now, there was not a single circumstance to sustain
his involved and sinking life. A renegade, a renegade
without conviction, without necessity, in absolute violation
of the pledge he had given to the person lie most honoured
and most loved, as he received her parting spirit' And